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upheld the Englishman's reputation for self-depreciation and imperturbability. He called all reporters, himself included, "bog rats." Nobody seemed to take offence.
By the strangest chance Eric Linklater also turned up, a little later, wearing a major's uniform. He had been appointed by the War Office to write a history of the campaign and was, like the rest of us, attached to Public Relations. It seemed as though some queer magnetism had drawn the three of us together again, like the Three Musketeers, although in characters, disposition and upbringing we all differed radically. How Lucas came to be representing the Express is too long a story to relate here.
Trying to reconstruct the picture of those last few miles to Rome, I have bent puzzled brows over my scrappy pencilled notes. They are eloquent of hysteria and danger, wanton destruction, incessant strain. I scribbled: "Labico—cheers —burnt lorries—abandoned guns—8 kilometres from Rome hold-up—88's, mortars, snipers—tanks passing twined with rambler roses—children sitting on tanks borrowing binoculars from the Yanks—crump of mortars—road blocked— trees, mines, snipers."
We came to a final halt just by a large empty building near the eighth kilometre milestone. It was only slightly damaged and was being used as an advanced dressing station. Sherman tanks, decorated with rambler roses by dazed but happy villagers, were stationary in a long line, the leaders lost to sight round a bend. Fearless kiddies, as my notes indicate, were clambering over them.
On the general principle that where the tanks would not go we did not care to lead the way, we stopped. A nonchalant American, lounging on one of the Shermans, supplied the information that there was a road-block just round the bend of the road. At that moment the enemy supplied confirmation. Bang! Bang! Shells from two hidden 88's screamed overhead. The American continued to chew gum phlegmatically and politely offered me a piece. Never-failing liberality, in all circumstances, was the outstanding characteristic of the G.I. He always wanted to share everything, even the privilege of being shot at by the Hun.sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
